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The day things got weird, Kelly was in her lab assaying protein 
samples. She absent-mindedly reached for a sip of her cola and 
noticed only at the very last second that it was a beaker and not a 
glass in her hand. She was startled and puzzled both, sure that this 
beaker, filled with whatever-it-was, hadn’t been there two minutes 
before. I almost drank this, she thought. 

She put the beaker on the shelf above the slate chemistry bench 
before which she was seated, took a sip from her real glass, and 
settled back to work. Focused on what she was doing, she almost 
missed that it was the beaker she was tilting to her lips a few 
minutes later. “What the hell!” she exclaimed, slamming it down. 
Kelly glanced quickly up to the shelf, but the spot where she had 
set the beaker so short a time ago was empty. “All right! Who's 
playing games around here?” she demanded. She strode to the door 
and locked it, then searched the lab from top to bottom. But there 
was no one else to be found. 

“Let's see what sort of game someone is playing here,” she 
murmured. She dispensed a sample of the mystery liquid and 
prepared it for IR spectroscopy. She took a scan and sent the data 
to her computer for automated analysis. 

NO MATCH FOUND IN DATABASE 

“OK. We'll do this the old fashioned way.” She analyzed the IR 
spectrum by hand to determine what bonds were present, and then 
took a nuclear-magnetic resonance scan to figure out all the 
environments experienced by the hydrogen atoms in the molecule. 
When that also had no exact matches in the databases, she did a 
stoichiometric analysis and began hypothesizing possible structures. 
It took a while, but finally, there was only one sketch on her 


notepad that satisfied all the data that she had collected. 



































“How did someone synthesize this?” she wondered out loud. It 
had the basic multi-ring structure of the sex hormones, but with a 
complicated substituent. 

Kelly was an expert biochemist, and she suddenly had an insight 

i about what this molecule might just do. “This could stimulate 
breast growth!” No wonder some joker had tried to set her up to 
drink the stuff. Kelly was a beautiful woman, with long red hair and 
a lovely face. She only lacked a womanly bosom to be a knock-out. 
But what she lacked, she lacked in spades. “Understated,” was the 
way her mother had kindly put it. “Flat as a board,” was how it was 
more commonly and less kindly put. But Kelly was a sensible 
woman, and had made a comfortable peace with her appearance in 
spite of some people’s attempt to prevent that. She was more than 
glad she had noticed the prankster’s trap before she fell into it. 

All this concentration and uncertainty had given her a headache, 
so she got a bit of water from the sink and rummaged in her purse 
for a pill bottle to get an aspirin. One millisecond before she took 
it, Kelly had an unfocused glimpse of it and paused for a closer 
look. The markings on the tablet were unfamiliar. She frowned, 
then crushed the tablet and analyzed it. Since she had a guess about 
its nature, it took much less time. It was another form of the same 
mystery hormone. 

This was outrageous! Kelly settled down to think about who 
could be behind this, and immediately encountered a difficulty she 
did not expect. She found that she had almost no memories back 
before that morning, and those few that were present were years old 
at least. Try as she might, she drew a blank about the events of the 
day before, and the day before that. She didn’t even remember what 
she’d had for breakfast or anything else about the morning before 





the moment she’d reached for that mysterious beaker. This is crazy! 
she thought. I know who I am and I have all my skills. I know where I live, 
though I don’t remember an instance of being there. Nothing could explain such 
pinpoint amnesia! 

She strode out of the lab and turned onto an office corridor, 
looking a little wild eyed, trying to find a little normality in the 
world, Almost immediately she heard, “Kelly, don’t forget — 
timesheets are due tomorrow before 3 pm.” Sandy was smiling at 
Kelly from her cube. Kelly knew Sandy, a cute young woman with a 
blonde pixie cut, for a friend, and in encountering her, Kelly found 
a little normality sooner than she expected. Nothing could be more 
ordinary than Sandy reminding her about the timesheets — she'd 
heard it...well actually Kelly couldn’t remember an actual incidence 
of being reminded, but it felt so right somehow. It was the world as 
it should be, she was certain. 

“Are you all right, Kelly?” Sandy asked. “You look a bit 
frazzled.” 

“I feel frazzled. I’ve got to check something out.” Kelly stalked 
through the halls of the company she worked for, but the 
experience only made her feel more like she’d gone down the rabbit 
hole. She knew everyone’s face, everyone’s name, whether she was 
particularly friends or not with each and every one of them. But she 
had no recollection of what events in the past had acquainted her 
with these facts. Some of those colleagues happened to be looking 
up from their work when she passed by, and tossed her a greeting. 

She made a circuit of the building and got back to her own lab. 
She retreated to her private office at the rear of the room and 
slumped into her chair. How did I just effortlessly navigate through balls I 


don’t remember walking before? How could I analyze a new molecule and not 














remember the lectures where I learned how to do such things? Nothing she 
knew could explain her circumstances. 

Finally, tired and frustrated, she told herself, “TIl just go on 
home, get some dinner, and sleep on it. Maybe a new day will show 
me something I’m missing.” She collected her purse, got out her car 
keys, and headed out the main front doors. She squinted a bit 
against the warming light of the late afternoon sun in the western 


sky. 


An instant later, she gave out with a strangled squeak of shock 
and even fear as she found herself walking in those selfsame doors. 
She almost lost her footing in her bewilderment, and barely 
managed to avoid measuring her length on the commercial linoleum 
floor of the lobby. Her head swiveled around in disorientation and 
panic, and both emotions were heightened when she observed that 
the sun that showed through the windows was now in the eastern 
sky. 

She stumbled to the couch in the visitor waiting area and tried 
to get her frantic breathing under control. What she saw when her 
head slumped down didn’t make the situation any better — she was 
dressed in entirely different ensemble than she’d been wearing just 
a few subjective moments before. But when she’d gathered a few of 
her scattered wits, she noticed that in two respects her situation 
had improved: her body was no longer hungry or tired. Though she 
had no recollection of it, it seemed like she’d had a good night’s 
sleep and a hearty breakfast. 

As she sat there with her heart pounding, several other 
employees entered the building, Sandy among them. Sandy noticed 





that Kelly seemed to be in some distress and came over to her. “Are 
you sure youre OK?” she asked. “You look even more frazzled 
than yesterday.” 

“Maybe I’m not all right,” Kelly admitted. “I’m so confused...” 

“Tf you're not well, maybe you should go home.” 

“No! I mean...I feel fine.” Kelly left unsaid that going home 
was the last thing she wanted to do. The last time she’d tried that, 
15 hours had simply vanished for her. “Thanks for worrying about 
me,” she said, remembering her manners reflexively. 

“If you're sure. I'd better get to my desk. You call me if you 
change your mind and decide there’s something I can do.” 

“I will,” Kelly promised. She pulled herself to her feet and 
walked unsteadily back to her lab and into her office. Her trained 
instinct towards scientific analysis asserted itself, and she struggled 
to fit these strange new data points into a coherent theory. Her 
method followed the same basic procedure as when she'd performed 
the analysis on the mystery liquid, when she’d drawn trial structures 
and systematically eliminated those that didn’t fit all the data she 
had. At long last, a bizarre thought flashed into her mind. As 
strange as it was, it was the only hypothesis that fit all the currently 
available information. 

“What if I was a character in a story?” she said slowly out loud. 
She felt half insane just giving voice to such a ridiculous thought, 
but... A character in a tale wouldn’t have more backstory than the author had 
contemplated. And boring scenes where nothing happened would be skipped over 
with just a segue. 


“Tf my guess about the probable effect of the mystery liquid is 


correct, then what sort of story am I in?” That seemed clear enough 














— some tale for the benefit of horny men, fantasizing about big 
breasts. She felt embarrassed and angered both, and then schooled 
her reactions. It didn’t make sense to work herself into a froth over 
what was probably a mistaken speculation. 

Still, it was the only lead she had at the moment, and her 
training urged her to put her theory to an experiment. She wracked 
her brain to try to figure out how such an outlandish theory could 
possibly be tested. And how, if I’m right, I could possibly avoid the fate 
foreshadowed for me yesterday. 

And on thinking that very thought, Kelly had a notion. She 
poured the liquid from the infamous beaker into a mug. Then she 
got out a 3 by 5 card and wrote in bold letters, “DON’T DRINK 
THIS!” She propped the card against the mug with a satisfied 
smirk. There! I’ve acted to place clear and present foreshadowing that the card 
will be misplaced and the mug sampled by accident. Since the story wouldn’t be 
self-consistent if anything else happened, I only have to guard myself against that 
one possibility. 

The act of having done something, even something that was 
probably completely silly, about whatever was bedeviling her seemed 
to be therapeutic for Kelly. She felt a bit better, and decided that 
throwing herself into her work would be additionally helpful. Kelly 
launched into her regular day’s work, completing the protein assay 
that had been so rudely interrupted the day before. Late in the 
morning, as Kelly was entering the results into her lab notebook, a 
fellow from Regulatory Affairs came into the room. “I saved you a 
doughnut from our department's staff meeting.” 

“That’s very sweet of you,” Kelly said. “Thank you.” Inwardly, 
Kelly wanted to laugh when the thoughtful co-worker set the paper 


plate with the delicious looking pastry on the counter near the mug. 








In one way, this seemingly coincidental action seemed to 
increase the likelihood of her strange theory. But on the other band, 
how dim does the Author think I am that even a Krispy Kreme could make me 
forget the trap? 

A half an hour later, Kelly had her attention focused on her 
apparatus, needing to spot the exact moment when a color change 
occurred in the sample that she was titrating. Kelly heard the door 
open, and then, “What’s happenin’, girlfriend?” 

“Hang on a second, Roberta. I can’t take my eyes off this for a 
second.” Roberta was Kelly’s good friend, and to Kelly’s way of 
thinking, a welcome exception to the stereotypical gulf of 
understanding between lab and marketing. The two women looked 
nothing alike: Kelly’s skin was Irish milkmaid pale and Roberta’s 
was Nubian chocolate brown. Kelly’s hair was long and red, 
Roberta’s short and black. But suddenly, because of her earlier 
speculation, Kelly took exceptional notice of their one physical 
similarity; they shared the quality of being “spare of tit.” In fact, 
come to think of it, most of the women in the company were 
under-endowed. As if someone in Human Resources was on the 
“Itty, Bitty, Titty Committee.” 

“Honey, can I have this doughnut? I went off without 


breakfas t. ” 


“Sure, as long as you don’t ...” 
“Girl! Did you put Crisco in this tea? It tastes like grease.” 
Kelly’s head snapped up and turned sharply towards her friend. 
Any fretting about having to do the titration over again melted 
instantly as she realized what had happened. She bolted over to 
where Roberta was standing and grimacing with distaste has she 
contemplated the mug in her left hand. 











“How much did you drink?" Kelly demanded urgently. 
“Just a sip. What’s wrong?” 

For answer, Kelly took the last few steps over to the counter and 
turned face up the warning sign that the doughnut provider had 
obviously negligently toppled. 

Roberta quickly understood the significance of the card in view 
of Kelly’s serious expression. “Ts it poison?” she asked, wild-eyed. 

Kelly didn’t want Roberta to panic so she schooled her own 
face. “No, I’m sure it’s not poison. But I don’t one hundred percent 
know what it is. Someone put it here yesterday. Probably someone 
just came looking for me and forgot it, but it might have been 
practical joke aimed at me.” 

“So what should I do now?” 

“Well, it could easily be nothing, and you only took one sip, 
after all. I'd say just go back to your desk and continue your work. 
Come back right away if you feel anything odd. I’m not going out 
for lunch, so I'll either be here, or in the cafeteria.” Kelly smiled to 
lighten the mood. “Go ahead and take the doughnut; Im pretty 
sure it’s OK.” 

“TIL do that, then. Oh, here are the focus panel notes I knew 
you'd want to see.” 

“Oh, great! I don’t get to hear what real, live customers have to 
say nearly often enough.” 

After Roberta had left, Kelly didn’t go back to her interrupted 
experiment immediately. She had a lot to think about, starting with 
the observation that her hypothesis that she was a character in story 
seemed one notch more likely. Though she’d tried to make light of 


possible consequences in front of her friend Roberta (mainly since 





explaining her thought process would have sounded completely 
preposterous), Kelly couldn’t shake a feeling of foreboding. And 
further, she felt guilty. She’d set up a scheme for the purpose of 
protecting herself, and now another was due to endure whatever 
consequences followed from it. 

Kelly brooded on the matter for a bit until lunchtime rolled 
around. She walked down to the end of the hall and bought her 
lunch in the cafeteria and settled down to eat it. She chose a table 
by herself so that she could think. One source of information that 
she had not adequately tapped about her situation was the scattered 
fragments of her mostly missing long-term memory. “What’s the 
earliest thing I can remember?” she murmured under her breath. 
She cudgeled her brain and couldn’t find anything earlier than 
herself inspecting her nude, teenaged body in a full length mirror. 
Her eyes were moist in the recollection; she didn’t have a date, she 
remembered, and the other girls in her class had teased her cruelly 
about the two things she lacked. 

But not all of the fragments that she could access were negative. 
In fact, most of them centered around happy times, dates with her 
boyfriend in college, Dave. Kelly smiled, clinging to these limited 
memories. She and Dave had been well suited to each other, and he 
had a knack for making her feel well appreciated. And it wasn’t that 
he was indifferent to the charms other women had in more 
abundance — she recalled instances where she had spotted him 
around campus without him noticing her in return. She’d caught 
him more than once gazing with patent desire at every pair of 
jiggling boobs to pass him by. But when they were together, there 


was no sign that he could possibly want anything more than she 


could provide. 








Sadly, when they'd obtained their bachelor’s degrees, Dave had 
won a fellowship to study painting in Florence, whereas she had 
been offered a full ride at Caltech. Both of them had followed 
these, the opportunities of a lifetime, and except for birthday 
greetings and the occasional postcard, they'd largely fallen out of 
touch. 

Kelly walked leisurely back to her lab. Her lunchtime reverie had 
been mostly pleasant, but whether it had provided any insight into 
her present situation was unclear. She’d just closed the door to her 
lab behind her, when she heard a subdued voice. “Kelly, is that 
you?” 

Roberta’s voice was coming from Kelly’s office at the rear of the 
lab. But the light was off back there. Kelly was instantly alert. 
“Roberta! Has something happened? Why didn’t you come find me 
in the cafeteria?” She reached around the office door and flipped 
the light switch. 

Then she stopped stock still with her jaw dropped. Roberta 
stood before her with an open blouse pushed aside by a glorious 
full bosom. “I didn’t think I should just go barging into the 
cafeteria with these two coconuts hanging out for all to see.” 

“Coconuts” was an evocative description, assuming one meant 
the great big ones. Large, round, and brown — that’s what they were. 
Not perfect spheres; they sagged just enough to show they were 
made from all-natural ingredients. Kelly sat on the edge of her desk 
and put out a tentative hand, glancing at Roberta for permission. 
When Roberta nodded, Kelly touched one of the new additions 
tentatively. Kelly had had no particular opportunities to learn what 
such a well developed bosom ought to feel like, but she 


guesstimated that the way the flesh yielded under her fingertips was 
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approximately correct. She’d seen highly regarded breasts on the 
Oscars show, and Roberta’s seemed to jiggle and sway in exactly the 
same way. 

“Are you in any discomfort?” Kelly asked. 

“No. It even felt sort of nice while they were changing. But it’s 
stopped now, and they haven't looked any bigger during the last few 
minutes. 


“Were your nipples always this 










big, or have they grown, too?” 
“They got a lot bigger since 

.., Ahhh!” Kelly had started 

to examine one of Roberta’s 


nipples in what she would 
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have said was a rather 
clinical way. She was 
surprised to hear 
Roberta’s ecstatic 
outburst over 

so impersonal 


a touch. 








She was doubly surprised when after a few moments Roberta seized 
Kelly’s head in both hands and mashed her face to her bosom. 
Suddenly Kelly had the other woman’s dark chocolate teat in her 
mouth and was being exhorted to, “Suck me, please!” 

Mostly from startlement, and partly from her guilt that Roberta 
was in this situation, Kelly did as requested. She’d never engaged in 
any lesbian experimentation, but she had a pretty good idea from 
what she enjoyed how Roberta could be pleased. And feedback was 
quick in coming: the high-pitched wail that escaped from Roberta’s 
lips could only have its genesis in the extremes of pleasure. 

Kelly wiggled her face about, working to get to a position where 
her nose wasn’t squashed against Roberta’s new abundance so she 
could get a breath of air. The action was not unpleasant for Kelly; 
drawing her face against the warm and vital surface of Roberta’s 
skin was a sensual experience. Roberta was literally trembling under 
the onslaught of Kelly’s tongue, and her breastflesh vibrated gently 
against Kelly’s cheek. 

After a minute, Roberta suddenly yanked her tit away from 
Kelly’s mouth, and they came apart with an audible pop of suction. 
Just as quickly, Roberta swiveled her torso and stuffed her other 
nipple in where the first one had been. Kelly continued to be 
obliging, and Roberta moaned feelingly. After another minute, 
Roberta suddenly released her hold on Kelly’s head. Roberta caught 
her breath with difficulty, and then said, “Girlfriend, can I have a 
moment alone?” 

“Sure, Roberta,” Kelly said, intensely curious but still ready to 
give Roberta what she asked for. Kelly took two steps and then 
carefully closed the door behind her. She did, however, stoop to put 





her ear to the ventilation slats on the lower portion of the door. 
There was a sound to be heard. A faint, subtle sound it was, with a 
rhythmic element and something that implicated the presence of 
liquid. She’s masturbating! Kelly thought, Right there in my office! How 
could what I was doing make her that needy, that fast? Shortly, there was 
other confirmation — a groan that surely implied a woman’s orgasm. 
That didn’t take long, Kelly noted to herself. 

There was a rustle of clothing, and then Roberta called out 
softly, “Kelly?” Kelly took a moment to compose her face and then 
came back in. Roberta said, “Thanks for.. -you know.” She gestured 
vaguely at her torso. “I needed that.” 

“Sure, anything,” Kelly said, smiling encouragingly. Roberta 
looked a bit embarrassed, Kelly was almost sure Roberta was 
straight and had shocked herself by what she’d done. At least, 
Roberta had gossiped to Kelly enough about her own boyfriend, 
Ray, who seemed in her descriptions quite well suited for Roberta 
except for touch of commitment-phobia. 

“So what should I do now?” Roberta asked. 

“Do you think you've stopped growing?” 

Roberta took a moment for self-assessment. “I think so. There 
was a certain tingling, and now it’s gone.” 

“Well...let’s use the Web together and do a little research. I had 
determined the chemical structure of the mystery liquid yesterday 
and knew it was an artificial sex hormone. That’s why I said earlier I 
thought it might have been a practical joke when someone put it 
right where I could drink it by accident. But my guess is we won't 
find anything about reversing the growth. Nature has an existing 


mechanism for making breasts grow to tap into; there isn’t one for 














making them shrink.” 

After spending the whole afternoon together in front of the 
computer, the two women knew no more than they had before. 
None of the medical sites had any mention of the possibility of 
such rapid growth, or of reversing growth hormonally, or of the 
development of erogenous hypersensitivity. Kelly pushed back from 
the desk and regarded her friend. 

Roberta was no larger or smaller than she had been when they'd 
started searching, so it seemed likely that the dose she’d absorbed 
had run its course. “I think I might have to say.. . Roberta, say hello 
to your new boobies.’ You look good, there’s no doubt about that.” 

“Yeah, I was expecting that. And I do look fine, don’t P At least 
I won't look unbalanced next to my sister any more. We used to 
joke that she got all her share and mine, too.” Roberta bounced 
herself appraisingly with her hands. “This is about what she has. 
Maybe I'll stop and borrow one of her bras on the way home. That 
Td ever have need of one of her F-cup boulder holders is the last 
thing she’d ever believe.” 

“Why don’t you borrow my just-in-case raincoat on the hook 
there to get yourself to where you can get some new clothes?” 

“Thanks, I will.” Roberta slipped the coat on and with some 
pulling and mashing, managed to get it closed over her new pillows. 
“Tl see you tomorrow. Wish me luck!” 

“Luck.” Kelly said with an encouraging smile. But as soon as 
Roberta was gone, the smile faded. Helping Roberta had driven 
other matters from the front of her mind, but now the end of the 
day had come. With some trepidation, Kelly picked up her purse 
and car keys. She went to the lobby and tried to step out the front 
door... 





And got nowhere. The sun and the lobby clock were altered all 
of an instant and it was morning once more. Roberta was in the 
lobby in front of her and squealed, “Kelly, Kelly, come with me 
girlfriend!” She grabbed Kelly’s hand and hauled her off bodily 
towards the lab. Kelly didn’t know what to make of this yet, but 
sensed that Roberta was pleased about something. 

Kelly was dragged into the room and Roberta slammed the door 
behind them. “I’m getting married!” she announced breathlessly. 

“Really! Tell me all about it.” 

“Well, you know I’ve been going with Ray for a few years now. 
And I figured it was no good putting off letting him know about 
what happened yesterday. So last night when he was coming over to 
watch a video, I said, ‘I’ve got something to show you,’ and I 
stepped out of the kitchen with my coconuts just hanging out 
there. Girl, you should have seen his face! He was a classic deer-in- 
the-headlights! He shakes it off, and then he swooped me up, 
carried me to the couch and buried his face in my cleavage. He 
licked me and he sucked me — on and on, and I’m coming until I 
couldn't see straight. So at last he’s asking if I'd put his thing 
between ‘em. I’ve told you, haven’t I, that he’s got so much even 
these mamas can’t hide him all?” 

“Yes, you have. Go on.” In her strangely constituted memory, 
she knew this information even though she didn’t remember the 
conversation at which she'd learned it. Apparently, once Roberta 
had favorably compared Ray with the Washington Monument. An 
exaggeration, possibly. 


“So I say ‘sure, ‘cause anything I can do while still playing with 


my new nips is fine by me! And I squeeze myself together and start 














pumping him up and down. Sometimes I give him a little wiggle 
thing like this.” Roberta mimed a sort of counter-rotation action 
with her cupped hands. “In the end I got a pearl necklace, and 
honey, there aren’t as many pearls in all the oysters in the Sea of 
Japan!” 

Roberta smiled in remembrance. “When he came to, he said, 
‘Roberta, let’s get married.’ We're meeting at lunch to pick out my 
ring.” 

Kelly was happy for her friend, and relieved of some of her guilt. 
“Tt’s taken a bit of time, but you found the negotiating tools to seal 
the deal at last.” 

“Yesterday morning was the happiest mistake I ever made. 
Thanks for helping me through it.” Roberta reached out and gave 
Kelly a great big hug that squashed Roberta's negotiation tools 
between them. “I wanted you to be the first to know, but now I’ve 
got to get back to my desk if I’m going to take a long lunch hour.” 

Kelly was happy for Roberta of course, but after the other 
woman had left the room Kelly’s face grew pensive. She went to the 
tall swivel chair at her lab station, sat down and put her elbows on 
the cool, black stone chemistry bench. She rested her chin in her 
hands and tried to think. Was this data favoring or disfavoring her 
bizarre hypothesis of being some sort of literary character? The 
implications were not completely clear, she decided, but some 
intuition suggested the former. At a certain point she realized her 
ponderings had reached an impasse for the moment, she roused 
herself up to do her actual work. After all, she thought, if it turns out I 
am real, I had better have all the items of my annual goals done when I face my 
employee evaluation. 


Kelly worked diligently, and several hours passed uneventfully. 








Late in the morning, Kelly was clearing the decks to go off to a 
long lunch meeting when Henry, a virologist working in the next 
lab down the corridor, came in. 

“Hi, Kelly. Monthly sharps disposal.” He set a protective 
canister on her lab bench. “You know the drill; all used needles, 
scalpels, and razor blades go in the canister, and then take it to the 
next guy.” He gave her a jaunty wave, and then took himself back 
out. 

Kelly was about to perform this regular chore as she had done it 
dozens of times before when a caution light went on in her brain. 
“Oh, no! It’s obvious what happens next. I touch that thing, prick 
my finger, and catch some never-before-seen disease that just 
happens to cause breast growth. And I’m not going to take it down 
the hall and leave it as a trap for the next woman, either.” 

She took up some heavy tongs and lifted the canister as if it 
were as dangerous as a live cobra. She looked around, and then 
carried her charge towards the fume hood. There was a cabinet 
beneath the ventilated space that she never used, and she placed the 
container inside beside some old buckets and cleaning supplies. She 
straightened up and addressed the putative Author. “You'll have to 
do better than that to catch me!” Then she took up her notebook 
and headed out to her meeting. 


A few minutes later, the door to the lab opened and the two day- 
custodians, Conchita and Guadalupe, entered pushing a caster- 
mounted trash barrel. Besides being sharps collection day, it was 
also the day when the labs along this corridor were due to have their 
floors mopped. The two were gossiping and giggling to each other 





as young women are wont to do, so they weren t paying rapt 
attention when they reached into a certain cabinet to get their 
mopping supplies. 

“Ay!” yelped Conchita. And as she yanked her hand back, she 
tipped over the sinister canister and it rolled a few inches to where 
the slightly protruding needle that had pricked her scratched the 
back of ‘Lupe’s hand as well. 

Both women swore in their native Spanish. It wasn’t going to be 
any fun to go slopping soapy water with cuts on their hands. They 
decided between them to go back to the custodial station to 
bandage their hands and get rubber gloves. 

Even in the short time that it took them to get back to their 
own work area, both of the young women were feeling strangely = 
flushed and light headed. Both of them had the same impulse that 
any levelheaded person would have, that this was not right and a 
doctor should see them. However, both of them shared the 
dilemma that their immigration status included some irregularities. 
Going to a hospital would have to be a last resort. 

So they stayed where they were. Conchita had made a sort of a 
beanbag couch for resting out of a big crate liner and Styrofoam 
packing peanuts. It was hidden from the door by a partition, and 
the two women wobbled over to it and plopped themselves down 
there. 

For some minutes the two women were too dizzy and 
disoriented to do anything but lie prone in their refuge, but then 
the worst of it seemed to pass. Conchita was the first to try to assay 
her surroundings, although she still felt a buzz like being pleasantly 
drunk. On looking around the room, she noticed two anomalies, 
both of them on Guadalupe’s chest. ot Lape mira!” she hissed, 
pointing. 


Guadalupe opened her eyes and followed the indicated direction to 
her own torso. Under her T-shirt was an inch or two of curvature that 
had never been there before. She also noticed, “iTu, tambien!” 

Prompted, Conchita’s hands flew to her own chest, where they 
encountered incipient swelling. She crossed her arms and stripped her 
own T-shirt off over her head and gazed downwards. The torso that 
had been no more ornamented than a boy’s this morning was now 
graced with unmistakable femininity. Conchita stared at herself for a 
few seconds, and then looked up. Guadalupe’s gaze was still locked 
on the new orbs, even to the exclusion of examining her own 
transformation. And Conchita 







could see an emotion 

besides surprise in her 
friend’s eyes. Was it... 
...could it be 


... desire? 
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‘Lupe, estas tu una...lesbiana?” 

Guadalupe suddenly looked guilt stricken and she covered her 
face with her hands. “Si,” she confessed in a barely audible whisper. 
She felt wretched until she felt a warm hand on one of hers, and a 
confession in return. 

“Yo soy una lesbiana, tambien.” 

Guadalupe uncovered her eyes and the two friends looked at 
each other, the significance of this similarity, which they each had 
successfully concealed from the other during two years of non- 
sexual closeness, eclipsing for the moment even the otherwise 
important implications of the sudden appearance of breasts. Then 
Conchita leaned down and the two of them shared a first kiss. It 
was tentative at first, but then began to hint at an ardor that was 
pent up in both of them. 

When their lips finally parted, the other imperative could not be 
put off any longer. ‘Lupe wiggled enough so that she could take her 
own shirt off, and Conchita began examining herself. It seemed to 
her they were still growing slowly, and she expressed her opinion to 
that effect. She placed the palms of her hands on her new 
endowments to get a baseline, memorizing exactly how her hands 
had to be set to match the present curvature. The act brought her 
into contact with her nipples, and she shivered in enjoyment. 

Conchita was moved to interrupt Guadalupe’s similar 
experiments, leaning once again back down to her friend, but 
putting a pinkish brown nipple against her lips this time. 
Conchita’s tongue darted out to flick and tease, and ‘Lupe expelled 
a startled gasp of pleasure, a vocalization that actually sounds pretty 
much the same in Spanish as in English. 


Guadalupe didn’t know what to make of anything = why her 





bosom was growing at long last, or how she and Conchita hadn't 
been able to learn this one thing about each other in the face of 
everything else they’d shared — but was more than content to just 
drift under the sweet influence of Conchita’s tongue. She hadn’t 
been intimate with anyone for years, and she reveled in it. She let a 
hand drift upwards to lightly nip at her friend’s breastbud to 
reward her and encourage her in what she was doing. Conchita was 
right, Guadalupe decided, they were both still growing. 

After a bit, Conchita reoriented herself above Guadalupe so they 
could reprise their first kiss. Each explored the other’s lips and 
tongue, tasting and touching. Conchita’s hands were occupied 
supporting her weight, but both of ‘Lupe’s were free and she drew 
them time and time again slowly down over Conchita’s blossoming 
bosom in a largo tempo. She imagined that each stroke was loving 
encouragement to her friend’s continuing enlargement, and it was 
an easy fantasy to sustain because reality continued to mirror that 
fantasy perfectly. 

They continued that way for some time, but then Conchita drew 
back her face, and with a naughty smile, lowered her torso, 
Guadalupe got her hands out of the way so their two bosoms could 
meet. Conchita maneuvered her torso in a circular motion so that 
their still enlarging mounds could caress each other directly. Their 
breasts had grown to the point that in this above-and-below posture 
they were no longer perfectly similar. Conchita’s masses dangled 
somewhat, and Guadalupe’s were flattened somewhat. They bumped 
and squashed as Conchita’s motion dragged them around and past 
each other time and again. The nipples of each of them were drawn 
thrillingly across the softest substance in the world, budding young 


titty skin. 








Guadalupe had been the more passive partner up to that point, 
but the arousal she felt from this breast-to-breast massage soon 
carried her to the point where she had to take matters to the next 
level. She pushed upwards and rolled Conchita onto her back. ‘Lupe 
stripped off Conchita’s lower garments, and then positioned herself 
above Conchita so that it was her breasts, now larger than ever, that 
elongated downwards under their own weight. She lowered one of 
them slowly and teasingly towards Conchita’s pussy mound. When 
it made contact, ‘Lupe dragged the protruding nipple along the 
well-furred slit where her friend’s womanhood lay hidden, waiting 
to be discovered. She stroked thusly a few more times, and then set 
the nipple right above where Conchita’s clitoris must needs be 
hiding. “Lupe let more of her breast’s new mass down onto the 
other woman’s mons, and then moved her chest in a little circle so 
that her nipple would be urged to auger its way into the cleft 
between the labia and thus reach down to tickle-touch the sweet 
spot hidden within. 

Guadalupe applied this teasing for only a little while before 
mercifully providing more meaningful stimulation. She made a 
comfortable bower for herself between the thighs of her lover and 
applied a kiss, her facial lips to Conchita’s nether ones. It was a 
light, tantalizing kiss at first, and for the next few, and Conchita 
was compelled to wait, wondering, hoping, for more. Finally it 
happened — ‘Lupe’s tongue darted out not to tease, but to please. 
Conchita squealed at this commencement of the longed-for assault 
on the very citadel of her female pleasures, that the captive damsel 
Climax should shortly be freed. 

Conchita’s hands tugged and pinched her own nipples in a 
rhythm that unconsciously mirrored the motion of Guadalupe’s 
tongue. Lost in a haze of joy and love, Conchita had little attention 
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to spare for deliberation, but she did notice that a cupped palm was 
no longer at all an adequate standard for measuring her increasing 


abundance. 


When Kelly got back from her meeting, just the sight of the 
cabinet doors standing open horrified her. She raced over and her 
heart fell to see the further signs of disaster: the sharps canister on 
its side and a drop of blood on the shelf. The wheeled trash barrel 
abandoned nearby was powerful evidence as to who had been 
victimized. 

Kelly raced down the hall to the custodial room and then paused 
just before entering, steeling herself for whatever might be in there. 
But when she opened the door a crack, she heard a sound that 
didn’t seem like lamentation. Thus forewarned, she entered the 
room as quietly as possible and peeked 


carefully around a partition. Before 
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polyethylene bag of full of packing peanuts were the two Mexican 
custodians, their tanned bodies nude and their legs all entangled 
together. Guadalupe and Conchita were making love by kissing each 
other using their nether lips, and as they rocked their bodies 
together and apart to create erotic friction between their black- 
furred pussies, their full bosoms undulated ponderously in regular 
waves above their chests. 

Kelly didn’t know what to think. There was relief, for one thing, 
that like Roberta, these two didn’t seem to have been injured by the 
unforeseen consequences of Kelly’s actions. In fact, though they 
also had been coerced by events they couldn't control, in the end it 
seemed like they’d agree with Roberta that they'd been granted a 
boon. But there was consternation for Kelly as well. Where did her 
own responsibility end and that of her hypothetical Author begin? 
Now that she could observe a pattern, could she in good conscience 
keep dodging bullets meant for her if she honestly believed they'd 
hit someone else? 

Her philosophizing was interrupted by low moans from the 
tribades, heralding that their passion was mounting. Kelly noted the 
tension in their bodies that revealed that each of them was reaching 
for her orgasm. Discretion asserted itself, and Kelly slipped out as 
quietly as she’d entered. 

Kelly went back and secured the sharps container by taking it to 
be sealed permanently in a contaminated-waste drum. For the rest 
of the afternoon, she tried to distract herself with work, but kept 
coming back to the same questions for which she had no answers. 
When five o'clock rolled around she headed for her car. “Even if I 
cut to the next scene like I have the last two nights,” she murmured 
to herself, “at least it will feel like I’ve rested and eaten.” On a 
whim, just before trying the door, she tugged at her belt and 








checked the color of her panties: white cotton. 

A moment later, subjectively, Kelly was walking in the door the 
next morning. She was wearing a skirt instead of pants today, and 
she finished the experiment by surreptitiously pulling at the waist 
band and glancing down: blue satin. Well, at least I remembered to change 
my panties while I was home, she thought. She paused when she realized 
she had a piece of paper in her hand along with her car keys. It was 
a receipt for 10.2 gallons of regular unleaded. And I stopped to get gas. 

She’d only been back in her lab for a few minutes when the 
custodians came in. Conchita said in her accented way, “Good 
morning, Señorita Kelly.” Kelly eyed their new bosoms 
appraisingly, and both Conchita and Guadalupe giggled 
embarrassedly at the inspection. They seemed at about the same 
place where they had been when Kelly had peeped at them yesterday 
afternoon, and it seemed reasonable to suppose their growth had 
concluded at this level. They'd gotten brassieres for themselves 
since then; since Roberta had compared herself to her sister’s F- 
cups, Kelly supposed that these girls had had to purchase DD’s. 

“We are sorry we left our bin on your lab all afternoon, Sefiorita 
Kelly,” ‘Lupe apologized. 

“It was no problem,” Kelly asserted. “You two have a fun day.” 

That seemed to tickle the cleaners, for they burst into giggles. 
Kelly pretended she didn’t know why, and waved to them as they 
left. 

Kelly was busy with a technical report she was writing all 
morning, and nothing untoward occurred. But around lunchtime, 
she was returning from a stop in the ladies’ room and her route 
took her past the high energy lab. She heard her name called. 
“Kelly! I’m about to make the first run with the prototype. You 











deserve to be present for the big moment; I couldn’t have done it 
without you.” 

“Thanks, Don, I'd love to.” Don was an electrical engineer, and 
his claim was an exaggeration; he’d designed and built this new 
apparatus for elucidating protein conformation all by himself. Kelly 
had really only explained to him how the current technique of x-ray 
crystallography was supposed to work. He was the one who'd 
invented something better. But this tool would really further her 
own work, and she wanted to be present for the launching. 

‘Tve got a purified sample in the targeting chamber; you can 
watch from the observation area. Just don’t step beyond the red line 
on the floor — who knows what this much flux would do to a 
human body.” 

Ob, crap! Kelly thought. That’s foreshadowing or I’ve never heard it. Am 
I going to get no peace at all until I’m blown up like a balloon? But I'll bet 
dollars to doughnuts that if it’s not me, someone else will take the hit. It was an 
ethical dilemma that made Kelly’s head hurt. But then a sudden 
inspiration came. It still left her uneasy, but it did make a sort of 
sense. 

“Don, hold things up for a moment. I'll be right back.” She 
walked quickly to Sandy’s desk just off the lobby. “Sandy, come 
along with me for a moment. There’s a history making moment in 
the offing, the first trial of a breakthrough invention. Come be a 
witness.” The commonest gossip in the office is how Don and Sandy have such 
a hard crush on each other that both get too tongue-tied to make the first move, 
Kelly thought. If what I think is going to happen, happens, then maybe some 
good can come from it. 

Kelly led Sandy into the observation room and explained, 
“Energy is going to be directed at the purified protein sample in 








the targeting chamber. How it bounces off tells us how the 
molecules are folded. Just don’t step past the red line on the floor 
while the machine is operating.” 

Kelly stepped back and let Sandy have the best standing place. 
Unlike Roberta before and Kelly herself now, Sandy was not utterly 
boobless, and did have enough to wear a bra. Size AA, but it was 
still something. Kelly was very unsure whether she was she doing 
the right thing. After all, she was resisting being tricked into a 
transformation with all her might and main. 

The issue was rendered moot, however, because Don, seeing his 
audience in place, triggered the device. Although the theory behind 
the device was sound, one of the contactors controlling the high 
voltage was not. At first it stuck so that the field around the 
targeting chamber formed unbalanced. Then it became unstuck, and 
when it snapped closed the circuit sparked with a bang like a rifle 
shot. Sandy flinched at the sound and stuck her chest beyond the 
red line just as the field surged. 

There was a brilliant flash of white light, and all three of the 
observers were blinded for a bit by the glare. Kelly couldn’t see, 
though she heard Sandy cry out and then go to her knees. She 
heard Don stumbling his way towards them from the main control 
area. Kelly struggled to blink the tears out of her eyes and Sandy 
gasped out. “I can’t breathe! My chest is so tight! I think I’m 
having a heart attack!” 

Just as Don fumbled his way into the room, Kelly cleared her 
vision just enough to diagnose a far more straightforward problem. 
She bent down to Sandy and ripped her blouse open. Two 
enormous breasts were still constrained by a now completely 
inadequate bra, and flesh was trying to escape from its confinement 








in every direction. “You're not having a heart attack; it’s your bra 


that’s too tight.” Kelly took a firm grip on the lower band and 
yanked it upwards towards Sandy’s neck. Sandy winced in 
discomfort as the two ponderous mammaries popped free of their 
bondage, but the relief from the sensation of being unable to draw 
breath was immediate. 

Kelly was slightly nonplussed; she hadnt anticipated an 
instantaneous transformation like this. Sandy was staring down at 
herself, and looked like she might be tipping towards hysteria. Don 
was stunned into immobility — concern, puzzlement, fear ... and 

also naked lust, all could be discerned in his face. 

It was Kelly who recovered first, and that 
was natural since she was the least surprised. 







She gave Don a hard push, saying, “Go hold 
her! Can’t you see she 
needs comforting?” 
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To his credit, Don needed no 
more prompting and sank to his 
knees and wrapped Sandy 
in his arms and murmured en 
couragement and reassurance 
into her ears. Kelly waited a 
moment, and then said, 
“Carry her to my office. 


It’s quiet and private; 
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you can help her there.” 

Don followed this suggestion, hoisting Sandy up and clutching 
her tightly to him so that her bare bosom would be hidden in case 
they should pass anyone on the short walk. Kelly walked along side 
and motioned Don to seat Sandy on the desk. Kelly continued to 
be the voice of reasonable suggestion. “Get that bra off from 
around her neck. That’s soon going to be quite uncomfortable. 
Then you continue to comfort her, and I'll see if I can figure out 
what happened.” She smiled encouragingly and left, closing the 
door behind her. 

Kelly sat down at her bench and fretted. She'd cast the die and 
could only hope it rolled a natural. Trying to “...figure out what 
happened...” as she'd promised, seemed likely to be a completely 
fruitless endeavor. 

Behind the closed door, Don was following Kelly’s suggestions 
as gently as he could, guiding Sandy’s unresisting arms out of the 
remains of her blouse, then reaching around her to undo the snaps 
of her bra. The undergarment was under strain just passing over the 
very upper reaches of Sandy’s new endowment, and came off with a 
twang as the elastic retracted forcefully. “Is that more comfortable?” 
Don said hopefully. 

Sandy, who had had her head turned away resolutely, forbore to 
have a glance at herself, and then yanked it away again. “Tm 
absolutely huge!” she wailed. 

“You're huge and perfect,” Don averred, “just like you've always 
been perfect.” 

“You...like me like this?” Sandy asked, vouchsafing him a 
glimpse out of the corner of her eye. 


‘Tve always liked you. ... A lot. ... An awful lot,” he admitted, 
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the necessities of the crisis submerging his shyness. 

“I wanted you, too. And now it’s too late!” Sandy cried, and 
looked away again. 

“Too late? Because you have a lovely full bosom? Nonsense! I'll 
prove they're quite charming.” Sandy didn’t know what those words 
signified for a moment, until a shock of breathtaking sensation 
thrilled through her, originating from her left breast. Her head 
jerked around and her eyes opened wide to see Don suckling her 
tenderly. After a few seconds, he stopped and transferred his 
attention to the right, with an equally dramatic result. As Sandy 
panted with reaction, Don continued. “There! Weren’t those the 
kisses of a fellow who's completely enchanted?” 

In truth, Don was completely enchanted. He had gazed with 
longing at Sandy from the first day he’d worked there, but there 
had always been one tiny part of his heart that hadn’t joined in. 
That was the part that had been smitten while he was still an 
adolescent gazing at forbidden pictures. Unlike most of his peers, 
the images that moved him most did not depict lovelies with 
wonderful, spherical globes. From the first, it was women with 
earth-mother breasts whose weight drew them to elongate towards 
their waists that fascinated him. Although Don could understand 
how “perky” would have its appeal, he considered that a nipple that 
pointed slightly below the horizontal was perfect. And perfect was 
exactly what Sandy had become. 

Don slid his hands across and then down behind the mass of 
Sandy’s bounty, secreting them in the warm folds where their 
weight pressed against her lower torso. He let the gentle pressure 
on his hands thrill him. The breasts that could not have succeeded 
at the pencil test a few minutes before could now have supported a 





water glass under each with capacity to spare, and Don was 
enraptured. With his hands thus positioned, he gently hoisted 
Sandy’s mountains so that their peaks could once again receive his 
worshipful kisses. 

Sandy's mind was awhirl, having gone from hell to heaven in the 
space of a few seconds. Acting on primal impulse she seized Don's 
head with both hands and pulled him up to her face to kiss him. 
Don reacted to this display of passion instinctually as well, 
matching the fervor of her kiss with his own. Then Sandy 
continued to guide Don’s head with her hands, directing his kisses 
as desire moved her — to her cheek, to her ears, to her throat. And 
all the while Don’s hands welcomed his lover’s newly grown charms 
to the world, stroking them, petting them, and nipping their pale 
pink summits. 

At length, some inner feminine wisdom told Sandy what must 
be done. No possibility must be left that shyness could reassert 
itself, that tomorrow embarrassment or diffidence could reappear 
and the intimacy of this moment become only a memory. She stood 
up, unbuckled Don’s trousers and dropped them, and pushed him 
down onto Kelly’s guest couch. He was engorged to his full length 
and Sandy gave him no time for thought. She slipped her panties 
off, positioned her knees on the couch straddling him, and impaled 
herself upon his spike. 

That moment of union was a special sweetness for them both. 
Sandy had been particularly blessed in the matter of her twat: it 
provided a thrillingly tight grip for her partner and an 
extraordinarily complete linkage to her own clitoris so that the 


motions of intercourse were as wonderful for her as for him. As a 


consequence, Sandy had always been an energetic lover who usually 














threw herself into a coupling with wild abandon. In just that way 
she made love with Don, so much so that as she bounced her hips 
up and down, even her heavy hangers were lofted slightly. 

After just a bit, however, she made better use of her new bosom 
by drawing Don into further communion with them. She tugged his 
head toward her, first nesting his face in their cleavage, then 
offering each of her stiffened, slightly downward pointing nipples 
in turn. In Don’s sincere adoration of them, Sandy found true 
reconciliation with the abundant bounty the day’s strange events 
had graced her with. As that happened, she succumbed to the 
demand that Don’s cock was making that she come. And when he 
felt her entrapment spasm around him, Don surrendered to her 
counter-demand, and spurted liquid joy into his new-found mate. 

Kelly sat bolt upright when the door to her office opened. Don 
and Sandy were holding each other’s hands when they emerged with 
Sandy dressed in Don’s lab coat. They’re both smiling. That’s a good sign. 
“T haven’t discovered anything useful yet,” she said aloud. 

“Oh, that’s not so important,” Sandy said, following the words 
with a giggle. ‘Tm going to take the afternoon off. To shop, you 
know. I need new clothes.” 

“And I'll stay with her, just in case,” Don declared. 

“You're good to be so helpful,” Kelly said. 

“Oh, he’s good all right,” Sandy said, blushing at her own 
words. 

“See you two tomorrow then. Good luck with shopping.” And 
anything else you decide to do, she thought. The scents of intercourse 
were unmistakable about them as they passed her and departed, and 
reassured Kelly that her ploy had not brought harm, and exactly the 
good she’d hoped. She heaved a heavy sigh of relief. Maybe PI call it 





a day. I missed lunch over this whole affair and my stomach is growling. I 
probably won’t actually be able to get out past the entrance, but at least I won’t 
be hungry any more. 


Shortly thereafter, Kelly stepped out to the front door of her 
building, and once more had the disconcerting sensation of 
immediately finding herself walking in that self same door. And 
though as usual her body was rested and fed, she was tired of this 
circumscribed existence and hungry for real answers. As she stood 
there in the lobby digesting this still upsetting discontinuity, Don 
and Sandy followed her into the building. They had their arms 
around each other and gazed at each other’s faces, glowing like 
newlyweds. Clearly their incipient relationship had advanced 
significantly in only one night. Kelly stood there and looked in 
their direction even after they had turned a corner and vanished 
from her sight. She murmured, “If it’s true that I’m in a story, it 
doesn’t seem like my Author is writing a tragedy.” 

She walked slowly through her building pondering what she had 
just seen and all that happened over the last few days. She closed 
the door to her laboratory behind her and leaned against it and 
wondered. I’ve watched four women go from flat to full, and they’ve all had 
good things come from it, she thought. Perhaps I should rethink things — 
maybe I’m not being railroaded, but merely being presented the illusion that I’m 
being railroaded. Perhaps I’m being offered a choice, and making it look like I 
don’t have a choice is one way for the Author to focus my attention on the 
demonstration. She stood there for many minutes, contemplating this 
newly recognized possibility. At length she murmured out loud, 


“Perhaps it’s time for a leap of faith.” 














She retrieved the mug that Roberta had sampled, and then 
walked slowly across the room and into her office. She closed the 
office door behind her and locked it. Then she opened her blouse, 
revealing a bare chest so level it had never known the constraint of 
even the least of brassieres. She sat down behind her desk and 
contemplated the mug. She sat still for a long time until, in a rush 
like someone who had finally decided to dive into cold water, she 
raised the vessel to her lips and took a healthy sip. 

“Gah!” Kelly said with distaste. Roberta had been correct; it 
was not a very appealing substance: rather like cold greasy broth. 
Kelly wasn’t surprised; from its chemical structure she had expected 
it to have an oily flavor. She glanced at her chest expectantly, but 
then corrected herself — Roberta’s transformation had not been 
instant. “Should I make up a new proverb about a watched tit?” 
Kelly said it with the first smile she'd had this morning. She 
picked up a technical journal and resolved not to look down again 
for 15 minutes. Although she kept this resolution, it was tainted by 
having glanced at the clock over and over. When the requisite time 
had passed she looked down. Visually, there was not yet much 
development save possibly a slight puffiness of the areoles. 
However, when she probed with her fingertips it was clear that the 
skin at her chest was noticeably warmer than that of the rest of her 
body. 

Kelly shivered with anticipation, and also at the audacity of the 
step she'd taken. She raised the magazine again to once more 
prevent herself from staring as she waited. Although she managed 
to restrain herself from looking, she could now feel that things 
were happening. The sensation of warmth increased, feeling as 


though she had a fever only in her chest. And there was a wisp of 











sensation, a tiny bit of pleasant tingling. When next her self- 
imposed schedule permitted her to look, the puffiness of her 
areoles had become prominent. It had looked that way before, 
briefly, in her early teens. On that occasion she’d anticipated the 
appearance of a womanly bosom, but all that happened was that her 
nipples had grown slightly. The puffiness had subsided leaving her 
with no more curves then she'd had as a child. She'd gone on to 
build a healthy personality in spite of high school teasing, 
reminding herself that she was fine as she was, even convincing 
herself by repetition that she preferred herself small. But today, as 
her impulsive decision to take a do-over played itself out, she began 
to consider that, just maybe, her true preference had been 
submerged. 

She once again paid attention to her reading, because although 
what had happened so far was at an amazing pace by ordinary 
standards, still there was no change that one could discern on a 
moment-by-moment basis. But when after another quarter hour 
she took a further peek, the tiny changes had added up ina tangible 
way — there was definitely a roundness that had not been there 
before, and the nipples were perceptibly larger. The tingling 
sensation was more definite now, and actually rather pleasant. 
Kelly decided to try simply leaning back in her chair, putting her 
feet up, and enjoying the moment. 

Kelly let some minutes pass, leaning back with her eyes closed. 
The warmth in her torso was a comfortable heat, and the tingling 
pleasurable in its own right. Now that she was not deliberately 
distracting herself, the continual reminder the sensation provided 
that her sexual characteristics were inexorably morphing proved 
quite erotic. Her body began reacting in sympathy with her 
thoughts, with a very different heat manifesting slowly in her loins. 











When next Kelly roused herself for a glimpse, she was startled 
by the degree of change. Having never needed even a training bra, 
she was only passingly aware of the sizes and nomenclature of such 
garments. But she supposed that the curvature she now evinced 
would call for B-cups to enclose it. The nipples were larger, too — 
as big as gumdrops. She suddenly remembered how Roberta had 
acted so precipitously when Kelly had examined her there, and 
decided to see whether her own transformation was including this 
aspect. 

Kelly’s fingertips paused for a moment above their dark pink 
targets, and then descended to provide twin caresses. Her eyes 
opened wide and she snatched her hands upwards and shivered for a 
moment, so sweet had the sensation been. Then, with an eager grin 
on her face, she mentally braced herself to assay her buds a second 
time. Thus fortified, she was able not to draw back when the bliss 
her nipples now provided returned. For a minute or two she 
wallowed in her new feelings, using only light tickle-touches. Then, 
emboldened, she rolled each bud lightly between a finger and 
thumb. 

Once again, her mental preparation for the event was inadequate 
and she snatched her hands away. “That is so good!” she murmured 
aloud as she regained her composure. She cautiously began again, 
starting with a very light squeeze and only slowly building towards 
more firmness in her manipulations. But after a minute, she was 
suddenly distracted from the heaven her fingers were creating for 
herself. 

It was the tickling feeling of moisture sliding between her thighs 
that had caught her attention. She brought her feet back to the 
floor with a bump and reached searchingly for her nether parts. Her 





questing hand found the crotch of her panties completely soaked. 
“So quickly?” she marveled. She’d been as wet before, but only after 
hours of necking and petting when she was younger. She slid her 
panties down her long legs with one hand while reaching for a box 
of Kim Wipes with the other. As Kelly was dabbing up her overflow, 
she couldn’t help but notice the expectable concomitant of such a 
display of arousal: her clitoris was as engorged as ever it had been 
and peeked shyly from the hood that usually cloaked it. 

Kelly finished her efforts at flood control, and placed a few 
extra wipes under her bottom as she put her feet back up on the 
desk. Deciding to do something about her excitement below, she 
reached with one hand and was startled but not unpleased to note 
that her arm no longer had a straight shot from her shoulder to her 
crotch. For the first time in her life her bosom contested the right 
of way, and her bicep had to nudge her breast slightly to the left in 
making the transit. 

Kelly began to move her right hand as she was wont to do, by 
making little tiny circles round and round the very tip of her pink 
pearl. Typically, Kelly would tease herself this way for a few 
minutes before shifting to a firmer, side-to-side motion over the 
hidden shaft when she was ready to move towards orgasm. 
Typically.. .but not that day, for when Kelly put her left hand to 
her nipple to help matters along, her intention was changed, will 
she or nil she. The two stimulations worked with each other in a 
wonderful new way, and Kelly was seized by a sudden need for 
sexual climax. Her right hand almost blurred as she fingered herself 
as fast as she could, and she raced to passion’s oblivion in the 
course of twelve frenzied seconds. 


Her arms dropped to dangle on either side of the chair and her 














head lolled back. Never had she come so hard or so fast in her life, 
and she lay there and panted for some time to get her breath back 
and to let her heart resume its usual pace. She merely basked in the 
golden glow following her orgasm for some time until at last the 
continuing tingle and warmth in her chest reasserted itself in her 
consciousness. Kelly blinked and raised her head a little. Her gaze 
fell upon two wonderful orbs, as large as Valencia oranges, and 
seemingly only slightly less firm. 

The memory of what the nipples that crowned them could do 
for her beckoned to Kelly’s hands, and she thought, If I give in and 
touch them, Pll just want to masturbate again. Then she chuckled and 
whispered self-mockingly, “You speak like that’s a bad thing!” She 
took her new breasts in her hands and gauged their yielding mass 
for herself. They felt silky smooth as they squished comfortably in 
her hands, and Kelly found that she could appreciate why men 
could like them so. Perhaps, she thought, most other women had 
their perceptions of their breasts’ specialness dulled by familiarity 
as they appeared slowly, only over the course of years. 

They were still warmer than the rest of her skin, which Kelly 
supposed meant they still had some growing to do. After giving 
them a few lingering hugs with her hands, Kelly focused her 
attention again on the nipples, which protuberances were 
themselves larger than ever. Forewarned, she began slowly and 
lightly. If anything, her tips were more erogenous than before, and 
as she'd predicted Kelly quite soon wanted to masturbate again. All 
of a moment, she conceived of a game. Let’s see how frantic these new 
buds can make me. Pll see if they can do so much to me that I can’t hold out. 

She began to pet her nipples more definitely, with a firmer 
touch and a faster rhythm. She let out a strangled moan at the 








shock of the intensity of the joy that spread from the two objects of 
her affection, but she didn’t stop. Though she was longing 
desperately for climax in very short order, she resisted for a few 
minutes on her ordinary supply of will power. But after that, she 
found the answer to the question, “How frantic can these new buds 
make me,” was “totally...completely...insanely.” Playing with her 
now thimble-sized teats was a preview of heaven, but not pausing to 
relieve her overwrought clitoris was a preview of purgatory at the 
same time. 

Just hold out for 50 more, she thought as she manipulated her 
nipples with long firm strokes of her thumb against counterstrokes 
of her first finger, just 50 more and you can let go. She counted out the 
50 silently, and then encouraged herself, A few more...come on girl, you 
can do it! 

Kelly was a scientist, and she endured this self-teasing to learn 
the data she sought. But she knew that the answer was going to be a 
matter of time and not degree. There was no chance at all that she 
could possibly just stop, put on her panties, and do anything else 
except masturbating. But because she'd set herself a personal little 
challenge, she struggled against the ever more insistent demands of 
her body. Just ten strokes, more. . just ten. 

Finally, no amount of self-encouragement could suffice. She 
reached desperately for her lower lips and slipped a finger between 
them. At the same moment, by an unconscious inspiration because 
she had no thought to spare to plan anything, she scooped up her 
left breast, bent her head down, and stuffed her nipple into her 
mouth. She clamped down and tongued at it almost hysterically, 
and the energy that act generated first precipitated, and then 
prolonged her climax. 








Kelly’s whole body bucked in sympathy with the spasms of 
ecstasy flowing outward from her clitoris to fill her whole being. 
When at last the pleasure explosion had finished taxing her poor, 
overworked nervous system, she collapsed as though she’d blown 
her fuses. 

Some time later, she stirred when her brain finally cleared 
enough to register what she'd done. I was sucking myself! she realized 
with a start. She yanked her head up to inspect herself. Below her 
face were two full firm globes, each as large as a cantaloupe. She 
took her feet down of her desk and sat up, all the while watching 
herself, seeing how her new endowment’s weight shifted with the 
change in her posture. Such mass couldn’t help but shift 
downwards a bit under gravity’s urging, but the two newborns 
otherwise thrust themselves forward proudly. Kelly put her hands 
to them and bounced them tentatively to reorient herself to her new 
contours. In the act, she noticed that they were no longer 
unnaturally warm. “This may be what I get,” she hypothesized. “It’s 
more or less what Roberta ended up with.” 

She stood up, a little unsteadily because of her changed balance. 
“Tm going to have to totally reorganize my gym routine,” she told 
herself. “Strengthening my lower back has to have priority until 
further notice.” The blouse she’d worn to work today was useless to 
her now, so she rummaged through the available lab coats, which 
were provided in a variety of sizes by the laundry vendor as a matter 
of course. She selected the largest one, covered herself, and made 
for the ladies’ room. 

By luck, no one else was in the room when she got there. She 
grasped the lapels of the white coat and flashed herself in the 


mirror. Kelly stared at her reflection. The woman in the glass was 
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the very image of mammary perfection, with orbs not only 
large but perfect in shape and symmetry. She turned this 
way and that, inspecting herself from every angle 





and sometimes bouncing lightly on the balls of 







her feet to set the globes in motion. But even 
under minute inspection, she could detect 


no flaws. Her new endowment, combined 

































with her pretty face, long red hair, and shapely legs had turned her 
into a red-blooded American male’s ultimate dream. 

Kelly buttoned the lab coat around herself again and walked 
back towards her lab, moving slowly, somewhat bemused. Roberta 
| approached Kelly, going the other way, and her eyebrows lifted in 
i surprise. But Roberta quickly realized what must have happened, 

and looked over the other woman appraisingly. “Looking good, 
girlfriend,” was her assessment, and she flipped Kelly a thumbs-up. 

This reassurance turned out to be therapeutic for Kelly, helping 
her to readjust her thinking to her new reality. There was a smile on 
her face when she got back to her own lab and closed the door 
behind her. “Faith does seem to have been warranted.” She undid 
her buttons again and glanced down at herself. With a grin, she 
crossed her arms in front of her, pressing her two spheres against 
each other. They flattened against one another where they met at a 
deep cleft. She grinned mischievously, remembering Roberta’s tale 
of the titty-fuck that had changed her life. “All I need now is 
something to put between them.” 

She placed a hand on either side of her bosom and bounced her 
breasts up and down, playfully imagining the satin smooth surface 
of her cleavage making the cock of some appealing lover her 
absolute thrall. Suddenly, her eyes opened wide with realization. “I 
am in a story. I can’t doubt it now. And since I remember dating 
Dave in college, that’s going to turn out to be backstory I'll need. 

Someday the phone is going to.. o” 





office without waiting to close her coat. She reached across her desk 
and took up the handset, noting in passing the novel sensation as 
her breasts dangled down unsupported in her bent over posture. 





“Hello,” she said, and her mouth was dry in sudden expectation, 
“May I speak with Kelly O’Reilly, please,” she heard over the line. 

“Dave!” she said warmly, not having had any trouble placing the 
voice, of course, having been thinking of him moments before. “It’s 
wonderful to hear your voice.” She really meant it, and tried with 
her tone to convey encouragement to take the next step. 

She thought he’d picked up on that encouragement when after a 
slight pause he continued, “I’m back in the States...back in town, 
actually.” There was a longer pause. “Ahh...I’ve thought about you 
lot over the last few years. It didn’t seem likely when our careers 
swept us apart that it would be possible for us to end up together. 
But I haven’t felt the way I felt with you since then. I’m probably 
being as presumptuous as hell with this much time gone by, 
but...well...I’d like to take you ona date, if I could.” 

“Td like that. I’m not seeing anyone right now. Truth to tell, no 
one has suited me the way you did — the idea of seeing what sparks 
can still light sounds good to me.” 

“Wonderful! The city hasn’t lost Lucia’s place has it?” 

“No, it’s still the best Italian restaurant in town. But aren’t you 
ready for a change from Italian cuisine?” 

“Not a bit. And I couldn’t pass up a chance to impress you with 
my beautifully perfected accent. Nowadays, I can make just reading 
a menu sound like pillow talk.” 

Kelly grinned. This was the Dave she remembered: bold but not 
crass. “Suppose I meet you there at seven?” 

“TIl call ahead for the reservation. Don’t miss me if I arrive 


first. I spent time walking in the healthy Tuscan sun painting 


landscapes. I’ve got a golden tan like you've never seen on me. 











You ll like it, I think.” 
“I look a little different than you remember as well...and you'll 
like it, I’m certain. Ciao until then...amante.” 

“Ciao, bella,” Dave said and hung up. 

Kelly immediately began to gather up her things to leave the 
office. She’d need to take the afternoon as a half-day of vacation for 
shopping — she had the mysterious art of buying a well-fitting bra 
to learn, and none too long a time to learn it. She changed the 
message on her answering machine to reflect her new plan for the 
day and went to the lobby. She stopped and smiled at the glass door 
that had denied her the last four evenings. Her heart was calm; 
somehow she was certain that this time it would let her pass. Then 
she looked back. Sandy and Don were eating their sack lunches 
together at the desk. Roberta, sitting on the visitor couch, was 
absently stirring her yogurt while studying a bridal magazine. And 
Conchita and ‘Lupe were giggling together as they did their rounds. 
Just one more thing remained for Kelly to foreshadow before she 
stepped through the door and onwards to her own romantic 


adventure. 


“And all five of the women lived happily ever after.” 





THE END 





